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Untitled 


Author's Notes: 
this didnt happen yada yada 


| want to love you.. If thats alright." 

Syd didn't pay much mind to what Roger had said. He had heard him, he was just somewhere else. He was 
painting a girl who looked terribly alike to Libby, his girlfriend he had as a teenager. She was naked, and he 
thought of the first time he saw Libby herself naked. It was one of his first fucks. Libby gasping and moaning 


below him and he went faster and faster and faster inside of her. She clawed at his back, weeping his name. 
‘Syd! 
‘Syd! 


‘0-oh Syd! 


He smiled. 


"Why would you want to love me, Rog?" He dipped his brush into a peachy pink, dotting ripples onto Libby- the 
girls lovely breasts. 


"Because | have since | was 2l." 
"Way back then?" Syd laughed a little, "Why?" 
"Because | thought you were the most beautiful person I'd ever seen.. | still do.” 


| thought you were already loving me though, Rog. We have fucked quite a few times, y'know." Roger 
scratched his head and walked more into the room Syd was painting in, sitting on the floor. 


"Yeah, but you don't love me. | thought maybe if | asked, you would want to." 
"Why would | want to love someone like you?" Syd asked, trying to get Libby's pretty, short, black hair perfect. 
"Am | that revolting?" Roger asked. Syd could hear in his voice that he had hurt him. 


| hate to tell you, but you're not the most.. Attractive person" Why was he saying this? He didn't think that. 
He thought quite the opposite. He loved how Roger looked. He would stay up at night and stare at Roger 


sleeping next to him and grab his sketch book, drawing him over and over again. 
Oh." 


Syd didn't look at him, he just started mixing all the colours on his palette together, making everything a dirty 
brown It reminded him of himself. Dirty. Gross. Awful. 


| mean, | don't even know what Judy see's in you." He just kept going, saying lies after lies. "Who would want 
some... Some prick who can't even do anything, in their bed every night? | know | don't. Thats why | like Gayla 
so much. She great. She's beautiful, so beautiful. And we shag just constantly, all the time. She gives off the 
prettiest moans. She even lets me paint on her, y'know. She even wants to have kids with mel | want kids. | do. | 


can't have children with you, now can |?" 


"| suppose not." Roger's voice cracked. Syd knew he was crying, it made his heart hurt. He was hurting Roger. 
Roger Waters. He didn't do anything to hurt him, so why was he doing this? You're not suppose to hurt your 


best friends or your lovers. 


‘I'm sorry." Roger whispered. Syd finally turned around, lowering his arms, allowing the paint from the palette 
and brush wipe against his expensive pants. He looked down at Roger, whose hands were rubbing the tears off 


his face, eyes glued on Syd's feet. 


Syd swallowed hard. 


"Stop it" He said. "Stop.. Stop crying. Its pathetic." Roger nodded, trying to wipe his tears away faster, only 


more coming down to replace them. 

"| said stop it!" Syd voice wavered as tears filled his own eyes. He was hurting him! Hurting Roger! Roger Roger 
Roger. Roger who would hold him at night, Roger who would bring him food when he forgot to eat, Roger who 
has been there for him since he was just a teenager. Roger. 

Syd walked over to his friend and got down on his knees. He wiped his own tears and hugged Roger. He smelled 
like home. Like a place Syd never wanted to leave. Like lavender and cigarettes and paint from staying in Syd's 


flat for long periods of time, like any lover would. 


Roger's arms curled around Syd as he sobbed out apologizes, apologizes for not being good enough and 
whispering, 


‘lm sorry.. Im sorry.. Im so so sorry... 

‘Please don't be sorry." Syd stroked Roger's hair as his head laid on his friends shoulder. He left a stain of 
black eye makeup and tears on Roger's shirt, but he knew Roger wouldnt care. Because Roger loved Syd, like he 
said he did. 

"Will you still love me?" 

‘Of course." 


"| promise to love you back. | do, please believe me, | will-" 
p y p 


"Syd. | know you will” Roger's eyes were puffy and red, Syd saw. He felt like he could vomit any moment. He did 
that... 


"Roger." 

"Mhm" 

"| love you" Roger looked at Syd for a moment before smiling very slightly. 
"I love you too." 

"I love you" 


"| love you too." 


"l-.. | love you." 


"I love you too, darling." 


"| love you." 
Another small smile. 


"| love you too." 


